Mr. Cowley has with greater justness of thought compared
a beautiful woman to a porcupine, that sends an arrow
from every part,
I have often thought, that there is no way so effectual
for the cure of this general infirmity, as a man's re-
flecting upon the motives that produce it. When the pas-
sion proceeds from the sense of any virtue or perfection
in the persons beloved, I would by no means discourage
it; but if a man considers that all his heavy complaints of
wounds and deaths rise from some little affectations of
coquetry, which are improved into charms by his own
fond imagination, the very laying before himself the
cause of his distemper, may be sufficient to effect the
cure of it.
It is in this view that I have looked over the several
bundles of letters which I have received from dying
people, and composed out of them the following bill of
mortality, which I shall lay before my reader without any
further preface, as hoping that it may be useful to him in
discovering those several places where there is most
danger, and those fatal arts which are made use of to
destroy the heedless and unwary.
Lysander, slain at a puppet-show on the third of
September.
Thyrsis, shot from a casement in Piccadilly.
T. S., wounded by Zelinda's scarlet stocking, as she
was stepping out of a coach.
Will Simple, smitten at the opera by the glance of an
eye that was aimed at one who stood by him.
Thos. Vainlove, lost his life at a ball.
Tim. Tattle, killed by the tap of a fan on Ms left
shoulder by Coquetilla, as he was talking carelessly with
her in a bow-window, . ..
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